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She did not know me. In fact she did not even remember
meeting me. When we went together afterwards to call on
Mrs. Le Gallienne, and Mrs. Le Gallienne was away in London,
I was surprised how eagerly Miss Le Quesne played with the
Le Gallienne infant, arranging with her to go into the Luxem-
bourg gardens the next day and so on. She committed the
usual feminine indiscretion of saying in the child's presence
that the little thing looked pale etc.
At night Mrs. Devereux dined with me at Noel and Peters.
For the first time in the history of our acquaintance she was
prompt. At least not prompt, but in front of time. Women
are never exact. I was exact, and so she had to wait.
Saturday, April 8th.
I have been ' driven' this week, and have not been able either
to practise the piano much, or to keep this journal. On Tuesday
I got all my ideas together for the third instalment of the serial.
But I dined with Misses Thomasson and Hergersheimer in the
evening, and Miss Thomasson spent an hour from 7.45 to 8.45
in her studio, lighted by a single small lamp, in making a mayon-
naise. Consequently the dinner was 75 minutes late, though
excellent. The mayonnaise succeeded admirably. I ate too
much of it, and what with this and the dinner being late,
I had a bilious attack the next day, the first for about a
year.
I have had our French play typewritten. The typist brought
it herself this morning. She told me, incidentally, that French
theatrical managers were very conservative and had a prejudice
against typewriting. As a matter of fact they are not in the
least conservative. They are rouiiniey, which is not the same
thing.
Sunday, April gth.
Comiilier called yesterday morning, and I was telling him about
a good early picture by Tissot *  that Ullman had bought for
200 francs.   He said that a long time ago Tissot had a mistress,
with whom he had continued relations for a considerable period.
He decided to break the liaison, and he wrote one letter to his
mistress, giving her the gentlest possible hint that the affair
must ultimately come to an end, and another letter to an intimate
1 S. J. S. Tissot, the genre painter.   He died in 1902.
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